20     SONG FOR  THE CENTENARY OF
And pity, a star unrisen, Scarce lit Ferrante's prison Ere night unnatural closed the natural gate
That gave their life and love and light To those fair eyes despoiled by fratricide of sight.
14.
Tears bright and sweet as fire and incense fell
In perfect notes of music-measured pain On veiled sweet heads that heard not love's farewell
Sob through the song that bade them rise again ; Rise in the light of living song, to dwell
With memories crowned of memory : so the strain Made soft as heaven the stream that girdles hell
And sweet the darkness of the breathless plain, And with Elysian flowers